The Hi fiery oj RingLedr. 

Bring oilc to ftir,fnow to their colder moods, 
Rcneag,affirmeand turne their halcion bcakcs 
With euery gale and vary of their mafters. 

Knowing nought like daies but following, 

A plague vpon your Epclipticke vifage, 

Smoile you my fpeeches,as I were a foole? 

Goofc,if I had you vpon Sarum Plaine, 

Idefend you cackling home to Camulct. < 

/)«%. What, art thou mad olde fellow ? 

Clofi. How fell you out,fay that ? 

Kent .No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Then 1 and fuch a knaue. 

Duke. Why doft thou call him knaue, what’s his offence ? 

Kewr.His countenance likes me not. 

Duke . No more perchance doth mine, or his,or hers. 

K?«f.Sir,tis my occupation to be plaine, 

I haue feene better faces in my time. 

Than ftands on any fhoulder that I fee 
Before me at this inftant. 

•D#<f.Thi$ is a fellow, who hauing beenepraifd 
For bluntneffe, doth affe& a faucie ruffines. 

And conftraines the garb quite from his nature, 

He cannot flajter he,he muft be plaine. 

He muft fjje'ake truth, and they will take it fo. 

If not hee’s plaine, thefe kinde of knaues I know. 

Which in this plainnefie harbour more craft. 

And more corrupter ends,then twenty filly ducking 
Obferuants,that ftretch their duties nicely. 

Ke»r.Sir in good footh,or in fincere verity, 

Vnder the allowance of your grand afpeCt. 

W’hofe influence like the wreath of radient fire 
In flitkering Thothus front. 

Duke. What meanft thou by this > 

Kent . To go out of my dialogue which you difeommend fo 
much; I know fir, I am no flattcrer,he that beguild you in a plain 
accent,was a plaine knaue, which for my parti wilnotbe,thogh 
1 fhould win your difplcafure to entreate me to it, 

‘ Duke, 
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D#fc.What’s the offence you gaue him? 

Steve . I ncucr gaue him any, it pleafd the King his maltcr 
Very late to fttike at me vpon his mifconftru&ion. 

When he coniunft and flattering his difplcafure 
Tript me behinde, being downe,infulted,raild. 

And put vpon him fuch a deale of man,that 
That worthied him, got praifes of the King, 

For him attempting who was felfe fubdued. 

And in the flechuent of this dread exploit, 

Drewonmeheereagaine. , , . e , 

Aewt.None of thefe roges & cowards but A I*x is their foole. 

Duke. Bring foorth the ftockes ho ? 

You ftubborne mifereant knaue, you vnreuerent Bragart, 

Wee’l teach you. - c 

Kent A am too olde to learne,call not your ftockes tor me, 

I ferue the King.on whofe imploiments I was fent to you, 

You fhould do fmall refpc&.fhcw too bold malice 
Againft the grace and perfon of my maftcr. 

Stopping his Meffenger. 

Pw^.Fetch foorth the ftockes ; as I haue life and honour. 
There fliall he fit till noone. , . 

.fog.Till noone,till night my Lord.and all night too. 

Kent . Why Madam,if I were your fathers dog, you could not 
vfe me fo. 

■fag.Sir,bcing his knaue, I will. 

£)»%.This is a fellow of the fame nature. 

Our fifter fpeakes off, come, bring away the ftockes. 

Glofl . Let me befecch your Grace not to do fo. 

His fault is much,and the good King his Mafter 
Will checkc him for’t ; your purpofd low correction 
Is fuch,as bafeft and temneft wretches for pilfrings 
And moft common trefpaffes are punifht with. 

The King muft take it ill.that hee’s fo (lightly valued 
In his Meffenger, fhould haue him thus reftrained. 

Duke. We anfwcr that. 

Reg.My fifter may rcceiue it much more worfe, 

To haue her gentleman abufed,affaulted 

For 


